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P R E F A C E. 


HE Reputation of Mr As T ASIO, Author of 

the following Drama, is too well eſtabliſned 
in the learned World, to need any Apology for 
giving the Publick a Tranſlation of Artaxerxes, an 
Opera performed and admired all over _ But 
as the narrative Part of this Drama may ſeem too 
barren of forcible Epithets, which, in reading or 
ſpeaking, dignify the Stile, it may be neceſſary to 
give Mr. Dryden's and Lord Lanſdown's Sentiments 
on the Occaſion, which exactly correſpond with 
thoſe of our Author. Mr. Dryden ſays, —* That no 
Critic can juſtly determine the Merit or Difficulty of 
writing a Poem for Muſic, till he has been frequently 
converſant with ſome ſkilful Muſician, and ac- 
quired, by Experience, a Knowledge of what is 
moſt proper for Muſical Expreſſion: And Lord Lan. 
down, in his Preface to the Britiſb Enchanters, ex- 
claims againſt that Species of Dramatic Dialogue, 
which (inſtead of being free, natural, and eaſy, as 
Converſation ſhould be) is preciſe, or formal, argu- 
menting pro and con, like Diſputants in a School ; 
he further aſks the Queſtion, * Whether in Writing, 
as in Dreſs, it is not poſhble to be too exact, too 
ſtarch'd, and too formal ?' and concludes thus 
* Plealing Negligence many have ſeen; who ever ſaw 
plealing Formality * 


' © Metaſtafio, 


e 
Metaſigſſo, in his Dialect, ſeems to affect Simpli- 


city; and from his great < 4042 in Aas for 
Muſick, has given the e folloing PI an fot the Po etry 


of an Opera, VIS. 


That the Fable, or Recitative, to which fixed 


Muſical Sounds are adapted, ſhould be ſimple Dia- 
lect; hard and diſſonamt Epithets (though ever ſo 
forcible in other Reſpects): heing deſtructive to Mu- 
fic, and, When ſung, for the chief Part, unintelligible. 
— That the Siniles be confin'd to the Songs; and 
that the Words, which are to expreſs: them, be as 
tmooth and ſonorous as poſſible, leſt the Compoſer 
be cramp'd in bis Fancy, and the Singers rendered 
incapable of ſhewing their Skill, which chiefly con- 
fiſts in openly diſplaying the. Tones of their * 
or running executive Paſſages. 

The Tranſlator of this Opera has no Merit, but 
from his Endeavour to follow the Author in all theſe 
Particulars. He therefore ſubmits this firſt Attempt 
of the kind to the Favour and Indulgence of the 
Publick, not doubting that (if they cor Eder the Dif- 
ficulty of writing under ſuch Reſtrictions, the Ne- 
cefiity of ſometimes departing from the Author, on 
Account of the different Idioms of our Language; 
and of leaving out many Beauties in the Narrative 
Part of the Drama, for the ſake of Brevity ;) they 


will rather peruſe it with an Eye of Favour than 
Severity. 
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Xerxes King of Perſia, having been often diſcomfited 
by the Greeks, his. Power began greatly to decline; which 
Artabanes, Commander of the Royal Guards, perceiving, 
he entertained the Hopes of ſacrificing to his Ambition, 
not only Xerxes, but all che Royal Family, and by that 
Method to aſcend the Throne of Pera; for which 
purpoſe, availing himſelf of the Advantage which his Fa- 
miliarity and Friendſhip with the King gave him, he 
entered at dead of Night, the Apartment of Xerxes, and 
ſlew him, 

He afcerwards ſo irritated the young Princes againſt one 
another, that Ar/axerxes, one of the ſaid Princes, cauſed 
his Brother Darius to be ſlain, believing him the Parricide, 


by the artful Inſinuations of Artabanes. 


Now nothing was wanting to complete his treaſonous 
Deſigns but the Death of Artaxerxes; which Artabanes 
havin prepared, tho' by various Accidents delayed, (which 
furniſh the Epiſodical Ornaments of this Drama,) he 
could not hae ap it, the Treaſon being diſcovered, 
and Artaxerxes preſerved: Which Diſcovery and Prefer- 


vation form the principal Action of the enſuing Drama. 


Tuſtin. Lib. 3. Cap. 1. 


The Action is repreſented in and near the Palace of the 
Kings of Perſia, in the City of Su/a. 


D R A- 


DRAMAT IS PERSON. 


' 
1 ARTAXERXES, Prince and afterwards 
1 King of Perſia; Friend to AR BAcEs, Mr. Peretti. 
and in Love with SEMIRA, 


ARTABANES, Generaliflimo, and Fa- 
vourite of the Royal Family; Father 
to Ax BA CES and SEMI Ka, 


Mr. Beard. 


AR BASCES, Friend of AR TAxkRXES 
in Love with MAN DANR, 


par. 2 enducci. | * 
RIMENES, a General of the 20, Jr Mattochs 


and Confident of ARTABANES, 


Manpane, Siſter to ARTAXERXES, Miſs Brent 
in Love with ARBACES, 3* : 


- 2 Siſte 1 . 4 
SEMIRA, iſter to ARBACES, in Love Miſe Miller. 
with ARTAXERXYES. 


Nebles, Guards, and Attendants. 


ARTA X- 


ART AX E RX Es. 


2 2 


—— — —— 


ACTI SCENE I. 


Au inner Garden belonging to the Palace of 
1 the King PRRSIA. Moon-hght. 


bs, MANDANE and ARBACES. 


MANDAN E. 


QUILL Silence reigns around, Suſpicion ſleeps, 
And unperceiv'd you may eſcape theſe Walls. 
er, | Arb. Adieu, my Love; O think on thy Arbaces. 
Man. Yetſtay, ſweet Youth, a fewſhort Minutesſtay. 
Arb. Ador'd Mandane ! ſee the Dawn appears. 


DUVETTIN O. 


Fair Aurora, pr ythee ſtay ; 
O retard unwelcome Day : 
Think what Anguiſh rends my Breaſt; 
Thus careſſing, thus careſt; 
From the Idol of my Heart 
Feore' d at thy Approach to part. | 
X. : Arb. . 2m 


8 ART XER XE S. 


Arb. Alas, thou know'ſt that for my Love to thee, 
The King, great Xerxes, thy too rigid Father, | 
Has baniſh'd me the Palace; ſhou'd he know, 
That in defiance of his ſtern Command, A 
I have preſum'd to ſcale this Garden Wal; 
How little wau'd a Lover's Plea avail, ak 
When thou his Daughter, cou dſt not move his Pity, 

Man. Thy noble Father, mighty Artabanes, 

Diſpoſes at his Will the Heart of Xerxes, 

And the young Prince my Brother Artaxerxts, 

Brought up with thee 1n virtuous Emulation, , 
Honours thy Worth, and boaſts thy valu'd Friendſhip, 
Their Interelt may foften his 3 

Arb. Weak are their Efforts, while his kingly Pride 1 
Diſdains to'rank a Princeſs with a Subject. F 

Man. My Spirits fink, my Heart forgets to beat, 

I have not Fortitude to bear thy Lots 
And mult we part?—then all good Angels guard thee, F 


ee eee 
Alien, thou lovely Youth, 
Let Hope thy Fears remove; j 


Preſerde thy Faith and Truth, 
But never doubt my Love. Exit. 


7 


SCE N E II. 


Arb. O cruel parting! how can I ſurvive? 
Divided thus from all that's ſweet and fair, 
From her, for whom alone I live—— _ { 


. . 


ARTAX ER X E 8.2 9* 


Enter AR TABANES. 
Art. Son, As baces. 
2 Arb. My Father! 
3 Art. Give me thy Sword. 
5 Arb. Sir, I obey. 


Art. Here take iow wine! ©? 1.2007 
Arb. Tis drench'd in Blood! 
Art. Fly, hide it from all Eyes; 
Xerxes the King this daring Arm hath ſlain. | 
Ds Arb. Forbid it, Heav'n! 95 
Art. O much lov'd Son! 
de Thy Treatment was the Spur to my Revenge 
For thee I'm guilty. I 
at Arb. Wou'd I had ne'er been born. 
At. Let not weak Scruples thwart my great Deſign; 
Perhaps Arbaces ſhall be King of Perji a. 
Arb. Tm all Confuſion 
Art. No more be gone. | 
As. O fatal Day —unhappy loſt ae 


CC, 


AIR. 


xit. Amid a thouſand racking Moes, 
1 pant, I tremble, and I feel, 
Cold Blood from every Vein dijtiil, 
And clog my lab ring Heart. (Exit. 


1 ſee my Fair one's loft Repoſe, 


Dwitted in / N | 
— And O ! lament the fatal Curſe ; 


ſentation, { That he who gave me Life cou'd thus 
From Virtue's Laws depart. 
B SCENE 


nter 


8 G EN E HI. 


ARTABANES Solus. 


Be firm my Heart. In the Purſuit of Guilt, 
The fitſt Advance admits not a Retreat: 
The Royal Blood, to the laſt hateful Drop; 
Muſt then be ſhed. Conſcience thy Checks are vain— | 


The Prince appears, now Art's my only Refuge. 


Enter ARTAXERXES, RIMEN ES, and Guards. 


Artax. Dear Artabancs, glad I meet thee here; 
Thy Prince demands thy Counſel, 
Thy Royalty Revenge 
Art. I tremble, Sir ; 
This dire Injunction wants an Explanation. 


Artax. Diſaſtrous Fate——yonder my Father lies 
Savagely murder'd! _ 


Art. Ah! my 11-boding Fears ! 
Unſated Thirſt of Empire! | 
Alas Will nothing but a Father's Blood, 
Allay thy Heat, and quench thy raging Fever ! 
Artax.WellI r d . faithleſs cruel Brother. 
— Darius 
Afrtab. Who but he at dead of Night could penetrate 
The Palace ? Who approach the royal Bed; 
Nay more, his known Ambition 
Artax. O, if here lives a Heart that calls me Friend, 
Or teels Compaſſion for his ſlaughter'd King, 


Quick let him bring the Traitor to our Preſence. 


Art. That welcome Taſk be mine 
Guards ſollow me. Going. 


Ar tax. 


lies 


ler 


trate 
Artax. Fair Semira, lovely Maid, 


end, 


ing 


Artax. Yet ſtay —— 
Darius is the Son of Xerxes, 
Art. Who kills the Father, is no more a Son. 
A LX. 
Behold ! on Lethe's diſmal Strand 
Thy Father's troubled Spirit land 
In his Face what. Grief profound ! 
See be rolls his baggard Eyes; 
Hark ! Revenge ! Revenge he cries ; 
And points to his till bleeding Wound : 
Obey the Call, revenge his Death ; 
And calm his Scul that gave thee Ons. [ Exit 


SCENE VV. 


ARTAXERXES gorng; Enter SEMIRA, 


Sem. Stay, Artaxerxes, ſtay. 

Artax. Adieu, Semira. 

Sem. And doſt thou fly me? go then, cruel Prince, 
No more ſhall ill-tim'd Fondneſs importune thee. 

Artax. Beauteous Semira, ſhould 1 longer ſtay, 
There's ſuch a ſyren Sweetneſs in thy Voice, 
Twould lull me to forget my filial Duty. 

Sem, Away, ungrateful. 


119 


Ceaſe in pity to upbraid 
My oppreſs'd but conſtant Heart: 

Full ſufficient are the Moes, 

Which my cruel Stars impoſe; 
Heav'n alas ! bas done its part. Exit. 
B 2 SCENE 


tax. 


; 


12 ART AX ER X ES. 
SCS 


Sem. I fear ſome dread Diſaſter ſay, Rimenes; 
What means this ſtrange Confuſion in the Prince? 
Rim. Xerxes is ſlain 
Suſpicion points the Finger at Darius; 
And Artaxerxes bears a dreadful Conflict, 
Twixt filial Duty to revenge his Father, 
And brotherly Compaſſion for Darius. 
Sem. O fatal Deed! th' Effect of wild Ambition; 
Heav'n knows if Artaxerxes Life be ſafe. 
Rim. Let Fate be buſy in deſtructive. Slaughter, 
We bleſt with Love, and ſeated on the Shore, 
Will view the deſtin'd Shipwreck. 
Sem. Think not that Love can find a Place to enter, 
When the ſad Heart's ſurrounded with Misfortunes ; 
Leave me, Rimenes, to my troubled Thoughts, 
| Rim. Your Web of Scorn is not fo cloſely woven, 
But I can ſee between each ſubtle Thread, 
Yet, born to Love, undaunted, I'll purſue thee : 
Since Hope inſpires my Breaſt, what you deny, 
Ungrateful Maid ! kind Fancy ſhall ſupply, 


"2&4 R: 
When real Fey we miſs, 
Jus ſome degree of - Bliſs, 
T' enjoy ideal Pleaſure, 
And dream of hidden Treaſure. 


The Soldier dreams of Wars, 
And conquers without Scars; 
The Sailor in his Skep, 


With ſafety ploughs the. Deep + - 


NY 
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So I, thro' Fancies Aid, 
„ Enjoy my heav'nly Maid, 
#8 And bleſt with thee ana Love, 
Am greater far than Jove. [Exit, 


SCE NE VI. 


SEMIR A Sola. 


Ye Gods, ProteQors of the Perſian Empire, 
Preſerve my Artaxerxes Yet he bleſt—— 
mira's State is wretched : Xerxes dead, 
his Prince will mount the Throne: _ 
gelov'd by me, and rais'd above my Hopes, 
"he Hand which he intreated, when a Subject, 
hen Sov'reign of Per/ia he'll ditdain, 


GP 
w 


AIR. 


How hard is my Fate, 
How deſp rate my State, 
When Virtue and Honour excite, 
To ſuffer Diſtreſs, 
Contented to bleſs, 
The Object in whom I delight. 


Yet midſt all the Moes, 
My Soul undergoes, 
Tro Virtue's too rigid Decree ; 
Til fcorn to complain, 
If the force of my Pain 
Awaken his Pity for me. | Exit. 


14 ART AX E RX E. 8. 


SCENE VIL The Palace. 
Enter MANDANE. 


| Where do I fly?—Ah, hapleſs Maid 
Thus, in one Fatal Inſtant, 
To loſe a Brother, Father, and a Lover! 


Enter ARTAXERXES. 


Artax. Alas, Mandane ! | 
Man. Does Darius live ? 
Or are thy guilty Hands 
Imbru'd in Brother's Blood ? 
Artax. Fain wou'd I ſhun that Deed, 
Which toprevent, I've ſezrch'd throughout the Palace 
: For Artabanes and Darius 
| Bur all in vain. 
Man. See Artabanes comes. 


r VAIL 


Enter ARTABANES, 
| Artax. My Friend! 
| Art. I ſought you, Sir All is accompliſh'd, 
Artax. Ha | ſpeak, explain. 

Art. Your Father's Death's reveng'd, 
Darius ſlain, and Artaxerxes now 
Is Perſia's King. 

Artax. O Gods ! 

Man. O dire Misfortune ! 

Art. Why that deep Sigh, my Liege? 'twas youf- 

Command, 
Artan 


G 


ace 


d. 


irtas 


\ wicked bloody Parricide is pe WIGS 4 r 


A RTAX ER X ES. tg 


Artax. Alas! tis true, the Guilt is only mine, 4 
Art. What Guilt, my Sovereign ? 


Twas merely Juſtice to your murder d Faber. 2 


ake Comfort, Sir; | f 5 


2403 + (13 3 


And think, that in Darius Dlath, 


8 C EN E NN. 


Enter 8 E MIR A. 1 
Sem. O Artaxerxes] 

Artax. Say, fair Semira, why this 8 Joy? 
Sem. Darius is not guilty of the Murder.” 1 
Man. What do I hear? Ferre 
Artax. Tm ſtruck with double Horror. e 
Sem. Th' Aſſaſſin is ſecur dd. 2 


Artax. O quick, proceed. 


Sem. Your watchful Centinels, when he had leap'd 


he Garden Wall, o'ertook him as he fled, 
is deep Confuſion, palid Countenance, 


And Sword yet reeking with the crimſon Blood, 
dtrongly proclaim him guilty. 


Artax. But the Name? 

Sem. At my Requeſt to know it, 

All hung their Heads in ſilence. 

Art. Alas, it is my Son. | Atae. 
Artax. Muſt Artaxerxes then aſcend the Throne, 


Diſtain'd with Brother's Blood? 
you O, I ſhall never taſte of Peace again. 


lake bring this Traitor ; that unbounded Rage 


ay execute the Vengeance he deleryes —— 
Hold, 


16 ARTAX E RX E 8. 
Hold, Artabanes——dear Mandane, ftay—— 


Semira, leave me not in this Diſtreſs —— 
Where is my Friend Arbaces? 
Artab. He was forbid the Court by royal Xerxes, 1 


For his preſumptuous Love of fair Mandane. 


Artax. Fly, bring him to my Arms——1 here 
abſolve him. 


SCENE X. 


Enter RiMENEs with AR BAC ES Priſoner. 


Rim. Who in this Royal Preſence would believe 
Arbaces to be guilty ? | | A 

Artab. How ! | 

Artax. My Friend ! 

Artab. My Son! 

Sem. My Brother ! 

Man. Oh, ye Gods! my Lover! | 

Artax. Wou'd in the Pangs of Death Id met my 


Friend, . 
Rather than thus in Fetters like a Traitor. 91 
Arb. Pm innocent. S 


Artax. O, make but that appear, 

And doubly 'twill endear thee to my Love. 
Arb. J am not guilty, that's my only Plea. 
Artab. This prudent Caution anſwers to my Wiſh 

$5 = bros [ Afide 

Man. But your Reſentment 'gainſt the King 

Arb. Was juſt. 

Artax. Didſt thou not fly? 

Arb. I did. 

Man. This thy Reſerve 

Arb. Is requilite, 


Artax 


A RT AX E RX E S. 17 


Artax. And thy down-caſt Confuſion 
Arb. Is ſuited to th' Occaſion. | 


* Rim, This bloody Sword- © |[Shewing it. 
*, Arb. Was in the Scabbard, when you took me 
Priſoner. 


ere  Artab. And can'ſt thou yet deny the cruel Deed ? 
Arb. Great Sir, I till aſſert my Innocence. 
Artab. Audacious Boy! thus obſtinate in Ill, 
hy Sight's my Torment, and this Deed my Shame. 


Arb. And does my Father join in my Deſtruction? 
er. i 


eve | A I R. 


Artab. Thy Father ! away, I renounce the ſoft Claim; 
Thou Spot on my Honour, thou Blaſt to my Fame, 
Let Fuſtice the Traitor to Puniſhment bring; 
His Father he loft, when he murder d bis King. [Ex. 


SUSE NS. AL 


Arb. Ve cruel Gods, what Crime have I committed, 
To draw relentleſs Vengeance on my Head? 
Semira ] Siſter! hear me with Compaſſion, 


my 


AIR. 
A Sem. Acquit thee of this foul Offence, 
gb Return with ſpotleſs Innocence ; 
tide Then ſhall my hapleſs Brother ſee, 
— That never Siſter lov'd like me. [Exit, 


SCENE XII. 


Arb. Appearance, I muſt own, is ſtrong againſt me, 
But Truth is on my fide—I'm innocent. 


5745 2. Artax. 


18 ARTAX ER X E 8. 
Artax. Pray Heav'n thou may ſt; but till the Law 


decide, 
You muſt remain a Priſoner. [ Ext, 
Arb. Ah, deat Rimenes, pity my hard Fate, 
My Friend! 


Rim. I am no Traitor's F riend——Adieu. [Exit 
SCENE XIII. 


Arb. Beauteous Mandane, turn at leaſt and hear me 
Man. Away! you ſue in vain. [ Going. 
Arb. O ſtay, I charge thee — 

Think on thy former Love. 
Man. Tis turn'd to Hate. 
Arb. And you believe me guilty? 
Man, I am convinc d. 


AIR. 


Arb. O too lovely, too unkind, 
If my Lips no Credit find; 
Pierce my Breaſt, my Heart fhall prove 
Strong in Virtue, firm in Love; 
Guiltleſs, wretched, left forlorn, 
And mm than murder'd by thy Scorn. 
[Exit guard ed 


337-8 N E MV. 


MAN DAN E Sola. 
Recitative accompanied. 
Dear and beloved Shade of my dead Father, 


| Thee I invoke to ſpirit up my Rage, 
_ Left fond Credulity too ſtrongly plead, 


Ane . 


1 
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And turn my Purpoſe from a juſt Revenge; 
* or, Oh, I feel the Tyrant Love within” 
e rends my Breaſt, he ſtruggles for Arbaces; 
elp me, kind Gods, to tear away his Image. 


AIR. 


Fly, foft Ideas, fy; 

That neither Tear nor Sigh, 
My Virtue may betray : 

Nature's great Call, 

That governs all, 
A Daughter muſt obey. 

Alas, my Soul demes, 

To bear Revenge's Cries ; 

Dare not, fond Heart, 

To take his Part, 
But drive bis Form away. Exit. 


ded The End of the Fit A#, 
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A CT fl. SCENE I. 


The Royal Apartments ; 


Enter ARTAXERXES and AR TABANES. 


ARTAKXERSNE S. 


UARDS, ſpeed ye to the Tower, 
And inſtantly conduct AO to me, 
Artab. Good my Lord, 
Think not the partial F ondneſs of a Father 
Has urg'd this Council. 
Artax. No; tis Juſtice dictates; 
He ſtill perſiſts that he is innocent, 
And his fair Truth was ne'er till now ſuſpected; 
I will withdraw. 
O, reconcile the Safety of your Son, 


With your King's Peace, and the Honourof his Throne. 


A AN. 


In Infancy, our Hopes and Fears, 
Were to each other known ; 

And Friendſhip in our riper Years, 
Has twin'd our Hearts in one. 

O clear him then from this Offence, 
Thy Love, thy Duty prove ; 

Reſtore him with that Innocence, 
Which firlt inſpir'd my Love. [Exit. 

i SCENE 
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SCENE I. 


Artab. So far my great Reſolve ſucceeds, 
\pproach, Arbaces. 
Enter ARBACES and Guards, 
\nd you his Guards, in the next Chamber wait. 


[ Exeunt Guards. 


5 


Arb. My Father! 
E s. Artab. Beer watchful to preſerve thee, 
artfully have gain'd from Artaxerxes, 
The Liberty to queſtion thee: 
ake then this fortunate Occaſion, 
And by a ſecret Way, which I will ſhew thee, 
Delude the Guards, and fly. 
Arb. Sir, my Eſcape 
ou'd riſe in Evidence to prove me guilty, 
Artab. 'Tis Folly all! I give thee Liberty; 
rom the King's Wrath I ſnatch thee; and, perhaps, 
he publick Voice ſhall call thee to the Throne, 
Arb. What faid you, Sir? 
| Arab. Long have you known, 
he People's Hatred to the Royal Blood : 
\ wa 
he Sight of you will fire the mut'nous Troops: 
hoſe Leaders to your Intereſt are ſworn. 
Arb. I turn a Rebel! Horror's in the Thought. 
our Pardon, Sir ;—Is this a Father's Counſel 
uards, enter quick, bring me again my Chains— 
onduct me to my Priſon. 
Artab. I burn with Rage. 
Arb. Vet calm this Traniport--think on my Aﬀfiction-- 
Ir—Father—turn—O grant one kind Adieu. 
Artas. Unworthy Boy! I'm deaf to thy Requeſt. 
AIR. 


One. 


Exit. 
N E 
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AIR. | 
Arb. Di/dainful you fly me, 


In Anger exclaim ; 
j | All Comfort deny me, 
| And murder my Fame. 


No Grief can the Heart 
To Pity incline, 

That bears not a part, 
In Sorrow like mine. 


Nature's tender Plea is vain ; 
Welcome then my Chains again. 


'$ O Rigour unjuſt ! 
O Counſel accurſt ! 
Ambition ill-plac'd 
My Virtue diſgrac' d; 
: The Paint IT endure, 
Death only can cure. 


Diſdainſul you fly me, E 
In Anger exclaim; 50 
All Comfort deny me, ah 
And murder my Fame. 17 


No Grief can the Heart, 
To Pity incline ; 

That bears not a Part, 
In Sorrow hke mine, 


Nature's tender Plea is wain ; 


Welcome then my Chains again. 
[Exit, with the Guard 
SCEN 
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SC E N E III. 


Enter RIMENES. 


Rim. Why, my dear Friend, ſo penſive, fo inactive? 
Artab. My wayward Son, that Bar to my Ambition, 
t once rejects both Liberty and Crown. 
Rim. Let us away, and force him from the Tower. 
Artab. The preſent Time may better be employ'd, 
If Artaxerxes periſh by our Hands. 

et not my Friend betray me. 
Kim. I, my Lord! 
orbid it, Gratitude ! my abject State 
aſt me below the Notice of Mankind, 
Till your great Pow'r exalted me to Honour. 

Artab. Small Recompence for thy good Services: 
ut ſhould kind Fortune ſmile on this Attempr, 
hen judge if Artabanes loves his Friend. 

Rim. My Hand, my Heart, are guided by yourWill. 
 Artab. I have obſerv'd thy Paſſion for Semira—— 
Spare thy Confufion ; and let this great Inſtance 

rove my Eſteem Semira ſhall be thine. 
Rim. Thanks, gracious Sir—my Joy is paſt Expreſſion. 
Artab. Come hither, Daughter. | Seeing Semira. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter SEMIR A. 


this valiant Chief, 
ehold thy Lord and Huſband, 
Sem. Cruel Sound! 


ard 


N O Sir 


24 ARTAX ER XE 8. 
O Sir reflect-— Is this a time for Nuptials, 
When my unhappy Brother 


Artab. Peace, no more. 
Tis my Command reply not, but obey. [Exif 


SCENE V. 
| v1 
Sem. I tremble—hear me, Sir—O, if you love me 
Prevent this Marriage. 
Rim. Sure Semira mocks me ? 
Sem.Tho',by Conſtraint, youſeize my helpleſs Hand 
My Heart diſdains the brutal Violence. 
Rim. Give me thy Beauty, and reſerve thy Heart 


Thou keep'ſt the worſt, I gain the better part. f 
AIR. a 

To figh and complain, nf 

Alike I diſdain, 81 Dat 

Contented my Wiſh to enjoy ; h 

T ſcorn to reſect, he 

On a Lady's Neglect, _ 

Or barter my Peace for a Toy. ft 

In Love as in War, y | 


T laugh at a Scar, 
And if my proud Enemy yield; 
The Toy that remains, 
Is to lead ber in Chains, 
And glean the rich Spoils of the Held. [Er 


SCENT 
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8.5% E N. 8 


* 


Sem. How n many 1 to ee s Chain, 


Are woven in one D 


* _ A? N D AN 
Stay, dear Mandant===— Wt Ve Alt 
Vhy this haſte Pin unn es el 
Man. I attend the 8. 


Sem. TIl too attend it ought within my Power 
ay help my Brother. . oF * 


it 


* ® _ 
i WD * * % * - 
1 8 | 

DF <4 % 5 


me 


ind} 

Man. Our Views, are different; thou e to 
art ſave him; 

ſeek his Death 197 | c 


Sem. Is this a Language for 1 — 7 

Man. It well becomes the Dau ghteroF dead Nene. 
Sem. Away, thou cruel Maid. TY nA 
ntorce his Crime, and urge his peedy Death. N 
ut firſt prepare your Heart, and quite erace 

he ſoft Remembrance of your former Paſſion, 
he tender Hopes and Fears, warm Vows of Truth, 
ond Sighs exchang'd, and, laſt, the ſweet Idea 
t that dear Form, which firſt inſpir d your Love. 
Man. Ah barbarous Semira ! thus to ang 
y guilty art ; Rebel to my Daly: * 


- — „ 


AIR. 


If ver the cruel Tyrant Lov ve, 
A Con queſt I beliew'd; 
be flatt'ring Error ceaſe to prove, 
Oo let me be deceit) 4. * 
4432 D Forbear 


ALL 8 


re 


ARTAX ERX ES. 


Forbear to fan the gentle Flame, 
Which Love did firſt create, 
What was my Pride is now my Shame ; 
And muſt be turn d to Hale. 


Then call not to my wav rin Mird, 
The Weakneſs of my . eart ; 
Which, ab; I feel ton much inclin 4. 
To take the Trevi, s Part. ft. bes. 


— 


14 » 


7 8 C ENE vn. 


8 Fu fk a e 


Which fatal Evil ſhall I firſt oppoſe | RES TEES 
My Princeſs, Brother, this deteſted Lover, 
The King, my Father, all are Enemies; 

And each attacks me in ſome tender Part: 
While I exert my Pow'r againſt the one,. 
The others ruſh on my denceden an, 


Al R. geb rake 


Tf the River s n Waves, a 
their uſual Bed; 
Scarce th effrighted Peaſant ſaves, 
Prom the F. loed ay homely Shed. 


— — 


Tho' he ap one open Shore, 
Where the Waters fwiftly glide, 
In an hundred Places more, 
Ruſhes in ih impetuous Tide, [Exit 


SC ENI 
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G EN E vun 


Hal of Roy al Council with a Awe; Gare on the 
Sides for he Grandes of the Kingdom, a ſmall Table 
and Chair on the right Hand of 2 Throne, Artax- 
| erxes, preceded by Guards, afterwards by the Nobles, 
at. follow'd by nes! Semira; „ and 
Rimenes. 


Artax. Ye ſolid Pillars of the Per/ian Empi pire, 

zehold me fated to ſuſtain the Cares 

f my paternal Throne, and much I'm griev d 

hat my lov'd Father's Death, ſo heavy lies 

pon my abſent Friend; but ſince Arbaces 

denies this Accuſation ; let the Father, 

hoſe Virtues have endear'd him to our Favour, 

e the Son's Judge to caſt him or acquit him; 

him is veſted all our regal Pow'r. 

Man. In him? does Friendſhip ſo prevail o'er Duty? 

Artax. Not fo, Mandane, for his loyal Father. 

as double Reaſon for Severity : 

ought to vindicate the Death of Xerxes ; 

tif Arbaces be the Criminal, 

is Father, with more Rigour, will revenge 

is Monarch's Death, and bis own publick Shame, 

Artab. Ah, Sir, hat Trial. 

Artax. Worthy of thy Virtue 

any think me partial, let him {| peak, _ 

Rim. This Silence is a gen'ral 3 

Sem. My Brother comes. | 
n 2 ö Man. | 


Ixit 


NI 
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Man. Ah me! 
Artax. Givgryopr Attention; y 1 
ſſcends the Throne, the Grandees fit. 
Man. (afide.) Now Prudence . ne Reins of 
\ wo, 21+ 0P AﬀERtion.' ion A LA N 4 
Ceale „ Hear to o dauer in widy Breaſt 


VA * & | wy | { 


'-. 


: 
2 ' * 


* «4 


Ra "SCENE IN. 


Enter A R BAC ES in Chains, guarded, 


Arb Am 1 ſo much the Kitred of all Perfia, 
That it unites to witneſs my . 
My Sovereign)! 

Artax. O Arbaces, call me Friend ! 

For till thy Crime is ptov'd, that Title's mine, 
But, as a Name ſo tender ill becomes 
Th' impartial Judge, thy moſt unhappy Cruſe” 


1 


8 
2 
+ 
GW 
8 
W 
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a 
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© 
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— 
2 
* 
— 
S 
O 


| 


I have aſſign'd to worthy Artabhanes. © © | - 
Arb. My Father Judge? * ul. 4 
' Artax. Ves, he. LEH © men yr 
Arb. I'm chilFd with Horror. ay: | PU 


Artab. Arbaces, in this Preſence thon appear” ſt 
To be the Marderer of Royal Xerxes : 
The Circumſtances urg'd are theſe | 
That thou haſt entertain'd preſompraous, Love 
Of this mbſt honour'd Princeſs; 

For which, by Xerxes baniſh'd from the Court, 
You fought Revenge, and found it in his Death. 

Arb.Naymore, the bloody Sword, the Time, the Place, 
And Flight, conſpire to fix the Guilt on me, 

And yet wy Heart is free * m Innocent. 4 


a Artab.® -- 


= 
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Artab. Demonſtrate that; and ſo appeaſe * Wrath 


Of this offended Princeſs. 
r.  Arb. Ab! forbear r: 7 A vb. 
of If you would have me with a ſteady Mind, 4 ith 
| Support my Sufferings ; make not th. Aſſault 
In ſuch a tender Part —Barbarous Father! 
Artab. Raſh young Man, be filent. 
Conſider where thou art, and who attends: thee.. 
Man. Be fell, my beating Heart. Lan. 
Artax. But this thy Crime, 
Requires Defence, or a · ſincere Repentance. N 
Arb. My King, I find no Crime to be defended, 
Nor Motive for Repentance; That's my Anſwer. | 
{ © Artab. O, fibal Love! oy * 
Man. Whether he plead or not, 
He equally is guilty. Where is Juſtice? 
s this the Father that ſhould vindicate 
His murder'd King, and his own publick Shame ? - 
Arb. Cruel Mandane! does thy Voice condemn me? 
Man. Bear up, my Heart. Ade. 
" Artab. Your juſt Reſentment, Princeſs ! | 
Spurs on my lazy Virtue. | * 9101 
Let Perſia then, in Artabanes Rigour, q | 
Record his Juſtice and his Loyalty [Takes * N 


My Son I here condemn [Signs Arbaces dies. 


Man. Oh Gods! 
Artax. Suſpend a while, the! raſh ", ey 
[Artabanes rifes, and gives the N 
** "to Artaxerxes. 
* x T; . ſign'd, my Leige—l have fulfill d my 
uty. 
Artax. Unnatural Sentence! 


Omitted-in the 2 
9 


Sem. 


3% AR TAX ER X E 8. 
Sem O inhuman Father! 


Arb. Weeps Mandane, 
In pity of my, cruel Deſtiny? 
Man. Pleaſure may ſtart a Tear, as well as Grief. 
 Artab, Now I have finith'd the ſtern Judge s Part, 
Permit, O King, the Feelings of a Father. 
Pardon, my Son, th' Effect of Tyrant Duty; 
Suffer with Patience, and remember this, 
The worſt of ev'ry Evil is the Fear. 
Arb. My Patience, Sir, begins at laſt to leave n me : 
In View oth World, to find myſelf expos'd 
25 ſeeming guilty Object; all my Hopes 
2 Cut off i'th' Bloom, the Morn of Life my End; 
6 [Hated by Perſia, by my King, 
And her whom I adore : to know that you, 
Barbarous F athen;>—(AD, I loſe mylelf !) 


Adieu. — . Gin . 
Artah. I freeze. . 
Man. I die. 


Arb. Stay, raſh” Arbaces ! [ Returning, 
Where wouldſt thou go? Ah, Sir, forgive your Son 5 
Behold me at your Feet.——— 

Excule the Tranſports of my frantick Grief; 
Shed all my Blood, tis yours, —I'll not complain; 
But kiſs the honour'd Hand that fign'd my Death. 

Artab.. Enough, O riſe— 
Thou haſt but too much Reaſon to lament : 

But know (O Gods!) take one Embrace, and part. 


AIX. 


Man. Alas, my Tears betray me. 3 a 5 


ART AX EERX E&N 5t 


Aa A I R. 

Arb. By that belov'd Embrace, . 
f. By this my fond Adien, 
, Deplort wy Tupleſs Cafe, 


Condemn'd, alas , for DEN: 
Appeaſe ny Live, 1th commend, 
 Tourſelf preſerve, he Kr * defend. 
My Sentence I obey, 
F To filial Duty true; 
And ſcarce have Pom y to fay 
A long and laſt Adieu Exit, guarded. 


= N K 
. k . , 7 yo 
* 
"" . * F ”" 
SS 4 Ti : i 
. * +. . 11 * 


3 Man. Ah me! at poor Arbaces parting, 
| feel the Stroke of Death. 


or I have faiki d my only Son, 8 
To ſatisfy her Vengeante. 

Man. Savage, no more —— 

Avoid my Preſence; dare not to view the tage 

f Sun or Stars; but hide thy cruef Head * ©, 
ithin the deepeſt Bowels of the . 28 fa | 
Artab. Is then my Virtue r 
Man. Silence, Inhuman! 9650 


P 44 | 
: It , 


Man. The Daughter ought to vindicate the 


41 2 AIR. 


Artab. I hope, Mandaue's Wrath will now bene | 


TT #7 % +» 


Artab. Did not Mandane's Rage, excite ah ts ate 


ut thou, a Father, ſhou'dſt have ſay” d thy 80h. ah 


A TR. 


Monſter; away! 
From chear ful Day; 
To the gloomy Deſart Ares 
Patbs. explore, 
un Where Lions ran, 
And devouring Tygers he. 
© Tho' for: Foed, 
bey ade in Bld, 
Al to ſaus their Nung agree: 
Bor Creature, | 
ric Fierce by Nature, 
Harmleſs is compar'd to thee. 


- 
— 


SCENE XI. 


. 
- * * 


Wn” b a 
Anne. See, lov d . 3 2 
How Heav'n conſpires the Rain of of Arbaces. 
Sem. Inhuman Tyrant! 
You firſt deſtroy your Friend, 
And then bewail him. 

Artax. I, to thy F ather's Will, is Life ſe commited 
How was I then a Tyrant : ? | | 
All Perfia knows, my Friendſhip. for dba, th 
And faithful Love to ther. I WW 

Sem. I thought you once ee re 3 
A tender Lover and a gen 'rous Friend ; 

But in one Inſtant you have prov'd yourſelf 
In Friendſhip falſe, and treacherous in Love. 


* 
* @ + vo 
1 = 
s 1 
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AIR. 


This Boſom, a Stranger to Reſt, 
Reſentment and Pity aſſail, 

As both for Dominion conteſt, 
So both, to my Sorrow, prevail: 


My Heart, in this deſperate State, 
To give each Aſſjailant its Due, 
New bleeds for my Brother's hard Fate, 
And burns with Reſentment to you. Exit. 


SE III. 


Artax. O Artabanes? 

Artab. Lament not, Sir, but leave Complaints to me; 
I am the moſt unhappy of Mankind. 

Artax. Thy Woe muſt needs be great, 

hen mine is inſupportable. Exit. 


it. 


JJ 


1. ARTABANES Solus. 
Z 0 
Recitative accomfanted. 


At length my Soul has Room t'indulge its Grief— 
hat racking Thoughts ſurround the guilty Breaſt 
my dear Son, forgive the piercing Woes, 

Vhich my foul Deeds inflict upon thy Youth ; 

come to ſave thee from the Jaws of Death, 

and pay thy Virtues with a kingly Throne. 

E AIX. 
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AIR. > 


Thou, like the glorious Sun, ] 

Thy ſplendid Courſe ſhalt run: 
What ibo the Night 
ObJcure his Light, 

When priſon d in the Weſt ; 
The Day returns, 
Again be burns, 


The God pats confeſt. Exit. 
T 
aA W 1 
A Priſon. 


ARBACES in a melancholy Poſture. 


ARIET-I A. 


7 HY is Death for ever late, 
To conclude a Wretch's Noe; 


* — = CK — — 
— ———_ N * — — — - . 4G ** "IE 
6 


— 


— r 


| ' Thoſe who live in happy State, 
=. Feel too ſoon ib untimely Blow. 


| Enter ARTAXERXES. 
Aꝛrtax. Arbaces ! 
Arb. Gracious Heav'n, what's this I ſee ! 
Does royal Artaxerxes deign to viſit 


The Wretch Arbaces, in this horrid Gloom! D, 
Arlax. Pity and Friendſhip brought me here to FC: 
A fave thee. T. 
1 Aro; To ſave me? | W 
5 Artax. 
\ / 


t. 


to 


1X. 
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Artax. Yes. That ſecret Paſlage leads 
To Life and Liberty; then quickly fly 
Remember Artaxerxes, and be happy. 

Arb. Your pardon, Sir, the World eſteems me guilty-- 
Then let me die; your Honour, Sir, requires it. 
Happy my Exit, having once preſerv'd 
My Sov'reign's Life, and now his ſpotleſs Honour. 

Artax. Such noble Sentiments can ne'er proceed 
From guilty Minds Belov'd Arbaces fly 
As Friend I beg thee to preſerve thyſelf; 
But if that fails as Sov reign I command thee. 

Arb. In Gratitude to thy exalted Friendſhip, 
I'll quit this Scene of Horror and Deſpair. 

But Oh! thus exil'd, I ſhall only fly, 
Reſtleſs to tread the Paths of Miſery. 


AIR. 


Water parted from the Sea, 
May increaſe the River's Tide ; 
To the bubbling Fount may flee, 
Or thro fertile Valleys glide : 
Yet in ſearch of loſt Repoſe, 
Doom d, hike me, forlorn to roam, 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 
Till it reach its native Home. [Exit. 


SCENE IL 


ARTAXERKXE S Solus. 


That Front, ſecure in conſcious Innocence, 
Defies the Charge of Guilt: Affliction's Veil 
Can never quite eclipſe the inward Light, 
That from a noble Soul darts förth its Rays, 
When in the Countenance the Heart is ſeen. 
E 2 AIR. 


* 
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AIR. 


bo oft a Cloud, with envious Shade, 
Conceals the Face of Day ; 

The Sun ts ſtill in Flames array'd, 

His Beams immortal not decay'd : 

Son the gloomy Veil retires; V 
He darts each pow'rful Ray, 

And Light and Heat expires. Exit. 


8 CE N E III. 


Enter ARTABANES with @ Train of Conſpirators. 


My Son, Arbaces—Where art thou retir'd ? 
Sure he ſhou'd hear my Voice—what ho—Arbaces |/— 
O Heav'n Guards watch the Entrance of the Priſon, 
Till I can find my Son. [ Exit, 


Enter RIMMENEs. 


Rim. Not yet arriv'd !——- 
Sir, Artabanes ! Exit. 


Re-enter AR TABAN ES. 


Arich, O unhappy Father! 


My Son I ſeck in van my Blood grows chill; 
I tear—I doubt perhaps in 


Re-enfer RIMEN Es. 


Rim. Artabanes ! 

Artab. Where is Arbaces ? 

Rim. Is he not with you ? 

Artab, O cruel Gods! th' Unfortunate has periſh'd. 
Rim, 
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Rim. Suſpicion always borders on Extreams; 
And might not Artaxerxes or Mandane, 
The Friend or Lover, have procur'd his Flight? 
What ſtrange Delay is this ! let's to our Taſk ; 
Behold the Way that leads us to the Palace. 
Artab, And whatgreatEnterpriſe ſhall I accompliſh, 
My Son being loſt * 
Rim. What, have you then, for nought, 
* ESecur'd the Royal Guards, and I, the Troops? 
Determine, Sir; this Inſtant, Artaxerxes 
Prepares to take the Coronation Oath ; 
The ſacred Cup is by your Order poiſon'd: 
And ſhall we then fo baſcly 
Artab. O my Friend | 
Arbaces loſt, for whom ſhou'd I engage ? 
Rim. Thy Son Arbaces, from thy Hand expects 
he Throne, if living; and if dead, Revenge. 
Artab. That, that alone recalls my fleeting Spirit : | 
Lead on, kind Friend; my Fate depends on thee. 4 
Rim, I'Il lead thee on to joyful Victory. | 


), 


AIR. 
O let the Danger of a Son, 


Excite vindifive Ire; 
The Proſpect of a Kingdom won, 
Shou d light Ambition's Fire. 


To wounded Minds, Revenge is balm, 
With Vigour they engage ; 
And ſacrifice a pleaſing Calm, 
To a more pleaſing Rage. [Exit, 


2 SCENE 
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3 0 -w . Es 


ARTABANE S Solus. 


Recitative accompanied. 


Ye adverſe Gods! y'ave found the only way 
To quell my vaſt Ambition; perplexing Doubt, 
Whether my Son yet lives, awakens Fear; 
And the dire Image of Deſpair ſtarts up, 
Unnerves my Arm, and checks my daring Soul. 


A I R. 


O, much loud Son, if Death 
Has fol n thy vital Breath, 
Til rare thy hapleſs Fate; 
But ere the Dagger drinks my Blood, 
A murder d King, at Lethe's Flood, 
The Tidings ſhall relate. 


Bid Charon ceaſe from Toll, 
And reſt upon bis Oar, 
Jill T attain the happy Soil, 
Where we ſhall part no more, Exit. 


Ah ! how have I dcſerv'd thy Enmity ? 
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SCENE V. 
Max DAN R' Apartment. 


Enter MAN DAN E and SE MIRA. 


Man. Perhaps the King releas'd Arbaces. 

Sem. No---rather deſtroy'd him. 

Man. How ! 

Sem. Tis known to all; 

In ſecret he reſign'd his wretched Life. 

Man. Ohapleſs Youth! O Tidings worſe than Death. 

Sem. I hope your Vengeance now is ſatisfy'd—— 
Or wou'd you other Victims ?—ſpeak. 

Man. I cannot; 

Light Cares are ever ſoften'd by Complaint ; 
But ſuch as mine, arreſt the Pow'r of Speech. 

Sem. Ne'er liv'd a Heart more loſt to Senſe of Pity. 
All Eyes in Perſia wail his hapleſs Fate; 

But yours are dry. 

Man. The deeper my Affliction: 
Small is the Grief that vents itſelf in Tears. 

Sem. Go, if not ſatisfy'd, and feaſt your Eyes 
Upon the ſlaughter'd Spoils of my dear Brother: 
With ſecret Joy, number his bloody Wounds. 

Man. Be ſilent leave me. 

Sem, Never; while thou liv'ſt, 

In haunt thee like a Spirit, and my Wrongs 
Sball daſh thy Hopes, with Bitterneſs and Woe. | 


Man. You think me cruel, and denounce Revenge-- 


x fs © 
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AIR. 


Let not Rage, thy Boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter Claim remove; 

Spare a Heart that's juſt expiring, 1 
Forc'd by Duty, rack'd by Love. 


* 
— 


| Each ungentle Thought ſuſpending, 
| Fudge of mine, by thy ſoft Breaſt ; 


Nor with Rancour never ending, 


Heap freſh Sorrows on th oppreſo d. 


* 
* 1 % 
, 


Let not Rage thy Boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter Claim remove; 
Spare a Heart that's now expiring, 


Forc'd by Duty, rack'd by Love. 


Heawv'n, that ev'ry Joy has creſt, 
Ne'er my wretched State can mend ; 
IJ, alas] at once have loft, 
Father, Brother, Lover, Friend. 
Let not Rage, &c. [Exit, 


Sls Doe? a coco lc a £iKo& 


„ 


SE MIR A alone. 


| What have I done! alas, I vainly thought, 

| Dividing Grief, to leſſen my Affliction; 

| J heſe cruel Inſults, vented on Mandane, 

Have pierc'd her Breaſt, and not reliev'd my own. 


AIR. 


—— 
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AIR. 


Tis not true, that in our Grief, 
Others weeping in Diſireſs, 

To our Troubles bring Relief, 
Making each Misfortune leſs. 


No, when ſore oppreſs'd by Fate, 
Better tis to ſigb alone, 
Than ſupport a double Weight, 


Other's Sorrows, and our own. [Exit. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter ARBACES. 
Arb. Nor here my ſearching Eyes can find Mandane. 


Fain wou'd my Heart, before eternal Exile, 
Indulge its Fondneſs with a laſt Adieu. 

Perbaps, this Way—but whither do I wander? 
Raſh Man O heav'nly Pow'rs behold her there! 
My Spirits fail me—yet Ill ſpeak—Mangane ! 


Enter MANDAN E. 


Man. Ye Pow'rs! Arbaces ! and at Liberty! 
Arb. A friendly Hand unlock'd my cruel Fetters. 
Man. Ah! fly, begone. 
Arb. How can I part, for ever, from ſuch Beauty? 
Man. Perfidious Traitor ! what wou'dſt thouwith me? 
Arb. Ara I no longer dear to my Mandane? 
Man. Thou art become the Object of my Hate. 
Arb. Bar barous Maid! My Death ſhall end thy Scorn. 
I fly to meet my Fate—Adieu—for ever. [ Going. 
2 Man. 
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Man. Hear me, Arhaces. 

Arb Ha! what Torture more? 

Man. I cannot ſpeak. 

Arb. O Heav'n ! 

Man. Fly, ſave thyſclf. 

Arb. What means my Princeſs ?—this returning 
Pity—— 


Man. Does not ariſe from Love—but fly—and live. 


DUETT 0. 


Arb. For thee I live, my FI 
But if I meet D:/.(c: 
For thee, my Dear, 1 4 0. 
Man. How lovely thou appearelt, 
My Bluſhes will explain. 
I can in more refiy. 
Arb. ' Then bear me. 
Man. Ns. 
Arb. Tiou art 
Man. Divide not thus my Heart; 
1, ave ine — In Fity go. 
Both. YT» Gods that torture ſo, 
90:0 11mely reſpite ſend ; 
Wien well your Rigour end? 


[Exeunt, different Ways. 


8E NR VII. 
A Temple, and Throne, with a Crown and Scepter; 
the Image of the Sun, with a lighted Altar. 
AR TAXERXES, ARTABANES, Nobles, &c. 


Artax. To you, my People, much belov'd, I offer 
Myſelt, not leſs a Father, than a King: 


Your 
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Your native Rights, your Cuſtoms, and your Laws, 

Wish jealous Care I ever will maintain, 

And raiſe up Treaſure in my People's Hearts. 
Artab. Here is tiie ſacred Cup | 

Your ſolemn Oath muſt bind the lating Tve ; 


Fulfil th” accultom' d Rites—and drink thy Death. 
* [ Arge. 


Recitative accompanied. 


Artax. Re ſplendent God! by whom ſweet Abril 


blooms, 
Thou genial beam, that warms us and enlightens, 


Look awful down; and if my treacherous Lips 
Have utter'd F alſhood, may this whojetome Draught 
Chinge,. as it paſſes, into deadly Poiſon. 


8 CE N E IX. 


Enter SEMIR A haſilly. 
Sem, Fly quick, my Liege; ; thouſands of revel Troops 

Surround the Palace, by Rimenes led; 

Your Death is plotted, and your Guards corrupted, 
Arlax. O Gods! 
Artah, What fear you, Sir? my ſingle Preſence 

Shall quell this Tumult, and protect my King. 
Artax. Away, my Friend, to V ictory or Death. 


| Going. 
nenen 


Enter M AN DAN E. 


Man. Hold, Brother, the rebellious Crew are fled. 
Artax. Say how, Mandane ? | 
Man. Led by falſe Rimenes, | - 

FT Hay forc'd the Gates, and enter d, when Arbaces 

F 2 Departing 
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Departing to eternal Baniſhment, 

His ſingle Breaſt oppos'd, and ſwore to die 

In his great Maſter's Cauſe: All dropp'd their Arms, 

Except that daring Rebel at their Head, 

On him Arbaces like a Lion flew, 

Clove thro' his Helmet, flew him, and reveng'd thee. 
tax. Where's my Preſerver—bring him to m 


Arms?  [ Exit Officers, with Guards. 
He murder Xerxes] Impious Suppoſition 


Man. My Heart reſpires! 
Sem. O loyal Brother! 


Man. Valour ſuppreſs'd, now ſprings again to Glory. 


AIX. 


The Soldier, tir d of War's Alarms, 

Forſwears the Clang of heſtile Arms, 
And ſcorns the Spear and Shield : 

But if the brazen Trumpet ſound, | 

He burns with Conqueſt to be crown'd, 
And dares again the Field. 


SCENE, the. Laſt. 


Enter ARTABANES and ARBACES. 


Arb. Behold my King, Arbaces at thy Feet. 


Artax. O fill my F rend] come to my ene 
Breaſt. 


Man. Vet that my Brother may with better Grace 
Reward this Deed, and ſatisſy the People, 
Some Reaſon give us for the bloody Sword, 


Thy tim'rous Flight, and all that wak d Suſpicion. 
Arb. 
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Arb. If Deeds, not Words, proclaim a loyal Heart, 


Permit me to be ſilent— I am innocent. 
Artax. Confirm it with a ſolemn Imprecation, 


And of a Truth, as Perfia's Law preſcribes, 


That Veſſel drain'd ſhall be the facred Pledge. 
Arb. 1 am prepar'd, 


Artab. Ocruel Gods! if my Son drinks he spoiſon'd, 
Recitative accompanied.” 
Arb. Reſplendent God, by whom fect Aim 


Thou genial Beam that warms us and enlightens! 


Artab. (afide.) O wretched Father! 
Arb. If my treach'rous Lips, 


Have utter'd Falſhood, may this wholeſome Draught, 


Change, as it paſſes, i into 
Artab. Hold, tis Poiſon. 
 Artax, What Fury ry urg'd thee to fo vile a Deed? 
Artab, Away, Diſguiſe, the Draught was meant 
for thee 3 
But my paternal Fondneſs has betrayed me. 
I murder'd Xerxes; and, to gain the Throne, 
Wou'd have deſtroy'd thee too. 
Artax. Wretch, thou ſhalt die. 
Arb. Then I diſdain to live. 
Artax. Mandane ſhall reward thy ſpotleſs Virtue; 


And thy fair Siſter ſhall partake our Throne : 
But for that Traitor 


Arb. I will die for him, 
My Blood is his, and ſhall attone his Crimes. 
Artax. Thy Loyalty and Virtue, injur'd Youth, 
Shall change his Sentence into | T7 — 
Make no Reply—his Exile is for Life. 


Man, 
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Man. Sure Heav'n inſpir'd the —— Decree ; 5 
Arbaces and Semira muit approve it: e 
Tho for his Crimes the Father juſtly ſuffers, 

His Life is ſpar'd, that you his ves Children 
May not be ever wretched in his Death, 


CHORUS. 


Live to us, to Empire live, 
Great Auguſtus, long may'/t thou, 
From the ſulfoct World rerrivo, 
Laurel Wreaths t adorn thy Brow, 


DUE'TT 0. 


; 07 his Country, ever free, 
There the Royal Father fee ! 


CHORUS. 


To the Patron of our Laws, 
Pierce the Air with leud Applauſe. 


DUET T O. 


Virtue in his Soul reſides ; 


I bis Truth the World confides. 


CHORUS. 


Ty the Patron of cur Laws, 


Pierce the Air with loud plc. 


N,. e DUE T TO. 


2 
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Pity from the Throne deſcending. 7 
Hoco the Monarch it endears; 


When with Juſtice, Mercy blending, 
In the King à God appears. 


DUET T o. 


Tyrants claim with iron Scepter, 
Duty which our Fears impart; 

But our gentle kind Protector, 
Monarch reigns der ev'ry Heart. 


C H OR Us. 


Live to us, to Empire live, ä 
Great Auguſtus, long may ſt thou, _ 
From the ſubjec World receive be, 
Laurel Wreaths tadorn thy Brow. 


Lately publiſhed, Price Six- pence each, 


FP: us CHAPLET. A Muſical Entertainment ; 
performed at both the Theatres. 


he Muſic compoſed by Dr. Boyce. 


ARCADTA, or the SnEPRERD's WEDDING; 


as performed at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane. 
"The Muſic compoled by Mr. —_ 


THE ENCHANTER: or, Love and Macic. 


A Muſical Drama; as performed at the Theatre- 
Royal in Drury-Lane. 


The Muſic compoſed by Mr. Smith. 


Printed bor J. and R. Tonson in the Strand. 


Mbere may be had, Price One Shilling each, 


THE Joviar CREW; or the Merry BEOCOAR's, 


a Comic Opera, as performed at the Theatre- Royal 
in Covent-Garden. 


INS FAIRIES. An Opera, taken from 
A Midſummer-Night's Dream, written by Shakeſpear ; 


as performed at the Theatre-Royal in ny Lane. 
The Muſic by Mr. Smith. 


Tamz TEMPEST; An Opera, taken from 


Shakeſpear ; as performed at the Theatre-Royal in 
Drury-Lane. | 


The. Muſic by Mr, Smith, 


